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HUGH CLIFFORD
A Night of Terror

The glaring eyes through the brushwood shine,

And the striped hide shows between
The trees and bushes, 'mid trailing vine

And masses of ever-green.
A snarling moan comes long and low,

We may neither flee nor fight,
For well our leaping pulses know

The Terror that stalks by Night.

IF you put your finger on the map of the Malay
peninsula an inch or two from its exact centre,
you will find a river in Pahang territory which
has its rise in the watershed that divides that
State from Kelantan and Trengganu. This river
is called the Tembeling, and it is chiefly remark-
able for the number of its rapids and the richness
of its gutta-bearing forests. Its inhabitants are
a ruffianly lot of Malays, who are preyed upon by
a family of Wans, a semi-royal set of nobles who
do their best to live up to their traditions. Below
the rapids the natives are chiefly noted for the
quaint pottery that they produce from the clay
which abounds there, and the rude shapes and
ruder tracery of their vessels have probably
suffered no change since the days when Solomon's
130